FORBIDDEN JOURNEY
moon! If there were ten cards left over, it meant a prison in
Turkestan—but it would be a triumph if we got so far.
Twenty cards over, with black predominating, meant a
complete set-back.
I would listen to these discouraging oracles with an
inattentive ear. Peter suffered more than I from our com-
pulsory inaction.
"If you knew Asia as well as I do," I would say, "you'd
know that this sort of thing must happen."
He could, however, remain outwardly impassive and
smiling. That was our greatest asset in dealing with the inn-
keeper, with the inquisitive police, with the scratchers at our
paper windows. Never did a gesture of Peter's betray the
hastiness that often characterizes Occidentals.
Before we left we were known everywhere. Salesmen no
longer ran out from the backs of their stalls to stare at us as
we passed along the street. One day when we were buying
two enamel mugs at a little shop, a Moslem standing by
defended our interests by making the Chinese shopman give
us the proper change.
Meantime Lu and I went over the list of things we should
need for what we modestly called our tcTsaidam tour." His
employees would put down their ball frames and go off to do
messages for us, returning with samples of raisins, a copper
saucepan, tent-cloth, sheepskins, etc.
Lu helped in every way, and even decided to put us in
touch with certain Mongol lords then staying at Sining.
In a room giving on to a carpenter's yard the Princess of
Barun received us, sitting over a brass teapot that was
placed on the k'ang, and a plate of flaky Chinese pastry with
rose jam. She wore a sheepskin pelisse which hung almost to
the ground, and she studied us out of a beautiful face with
regular features, pale under the rim of a pointed hat. Her
plaited hair escaped from underneath the hat, the plaits,
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